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One trial of ALLCOCK’S POROUS PLAST- 
ERS will convince the most skeptical of their 
merits. 






The eminent Henry A. Mort, Jr. F.C.S., late Goy- 


ernment Chemist, certifies : 
““My investigatior PokoUs PLASTER shows it to contain 


valuable and essential ingredients not found in any other plaster, 
ang I find it superior to and more efhcient than any other plaster.” 
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Of exceptional purity and excellence. 
adapted for the purpose.—London Lancet. 


A WELL-SETTLED Fact. | 


STYLES LEAD. 


> ARE SUPERIOR 


HIS 


QUALITY and FINISH. 
KNOX 


LADIES’ DEPARTMENT 
is characteristic for handsome and refined 
designs in Hats. 
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Exclusively. 
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IS THE [JRYEST AND FINEST 
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It mixes well with Wines and Spirits, the peculiar softness, which its matural gas lends to the taste, rendering it admira 


‘“*“NO DINNER OR BANQUET IS CONSIDERED ‘EN REGLE’* WITHOUT ‘JOHANNIS.’ 
Sold at all First-class Places, and by leading Grocers and Wine Merchants. 
H. P. FINLAY & CO., 50 Broap Street, New York, Sole Agent for U.S. and Cana 
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27 SCHOOL STREET, BOSTON, MASS. 





CROSS-COUNTRY HUNTING BREECHES 
POLO AND RACING BREECHES, 
RIDING TROUSERS, 
LEGGINGS, ETC. 
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Its Purity is Undoubted..’—London Court Circul 
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AN INFALLIBLE SIGN 


** Van is in love, sure, this time.”’ 

“Why?” 

** Jack says he wouldn't take his cigar in his right hand last evening until 
the scent of Ethel’s glove had worn off.”’ 








VYOGUE 






Miss RICKETTS: 
parents opposed to it? *’ 
Miss GippeEy: ** No, 


HE FINANCIER 


(IN AND OUT OF TOWN) 

Wf His career on the street, how it mocks 
His career in his bucolic quarters ! 
In the country he shepherds his flocks, 

In the city, the lambs how he slaugh- 
ters ! 
In the town, how he waters his stocks; 
In his rural retreat, stocks his waters ! 
John Ludlow. 


HOOP LOCATED 


Hicks: “1 should think the 
new hoops would make a woman 
look deformed.” 

Mrs. Hicks: *“ Why?” 

Hicks: * This paper says they 
are now worn on the east side.” 


THE 


AN IMPRESSION 


SHE 


EVIDENTLY MADE 


\Irs. Cumso: “I’ve been to hear the celebrated 
lady evangelist.” 
Mr. Cumso: “ What did she preach about ? ” 
Mrs. Cumso: “I don’t know that, but 


wore the loveliest bronze silk I ever saw.” 


she 


‘*Why don’t you marry 


but Mr. 


AN INSUPERARBLE OBSTACLE 


Mr. Munn? Are your 


Munn seems to be.”’ 


A GREAT SUCCESS 


Mrs. Wimptetron: “ Come Mr. Twickenham 
and let me introduce you to Mr. Shingle-Naile, the 
coming architect.” 

TwicKENHAM: “ Thanks, but I have already 


met the young man. In fact, he built a house for 


b 


me.’ 
Mrs. WIMPLETON: 


9 


“ Really? And was it a 
success ? 
‘TWICKENHAM: ‘“ He seems 


A ee 
is living in it. 


to think so. He 


NO WONDER 


Toriinc: “ Young Goslin declares he never 
will associate with an inferior.” 

Dimiinc: “ That’s a wise 
part. He’d find it impossible.” 


resolution on his 





















































MISS PRICE OF BALTIMORE 











HIM 


AS SEEN BY 


any serious consideration of Chicago. I must 
go to the Fair, since every one is to be there, 
including an stented lot of lesser royalties. 

The question which agitates me at present is the 
hiring of a good man servant. My valet has had 
grievous attack of that incurable malady, which 
is the special complaint of Swiss mountaineers in 
lowlands whenever they hear that unearthly song 
with the falsetto “tira la la’? which college boys 
sing and which has something in some way to do 


T° my spring and summer plans | have omitted 


a 


with cows. 

Swiss valets, by the way, are not the most agree- 
~ An Irishman is out of the ques- 
tion. Frenchmen are excellent at times but they are 
apt to be careless in attention to personal cleanliness. 

The English man servant, who has received some 
training in his own country, is, after all, the only 
desirable employee. He knows just what ought to 
be done and never needs prompting. It is “abso- 
lutely impossible to exist without a valet. No 
man with any self-respect, or any regard for his 
personal comfort can afford to do so. 

The young man who uses the patent trousers 
stretc her, r the more economical mattress and who 
confides his boots to be cleaned by street boys at 
the corners of public thoroughfares, does not enter 
He should know better. 

Of course it is difficult to obtain a valet for 
personal service only. In New York there are 
many reliable men who make this a calling, and 
who will come to your rooms, if not every day, at 
least several times a week, and help materially to 
keep you in good condition. 

I suppose you have at least three pairs of boots, 


able of servants. 


into consideration. 


VOGUE 








and that your evening shoes are never worn except 
with evening dress; so that if you are obliged to 
put up with the services of a tri-weekly man you 
can always have these adjuncts to your toilet in 
good order. You will then be obliged to alternate 
your lounging suits, so that one will be always in 
wearing condition. 

You can get an excellent temporary man from 
the club—the steward always keeps a list of these. 
Insist upon an Englishman. 

The duties of a valet consist, as you know, of 
brushing his master’s clothes; cleaning his top 
boots, shooting, walking and dress boots—it being 
spring the country has its attractions—carrying up 
water for his master’s bath; putting out things for 
dressing, assisting in dressing, packing and unpack- 
ing his clothes when traveling ; putting out his 
master’s things for dinner ; carrying up hot water ; 
looking after his master’s wardrobe, etc. 

A valet is not a livery servant ; he does not re- 
ceive an allowance for clothes, and his master’s 
left-off clothes are given to him. This last applies 
to the personal v alet, when you are fortunate enough 
to be able to secure ‘en. ‘In England, where visits 
to country houses are frequent, a ‘valet loads for his 
master when shooting, and stands behind his mas- 
ter’s chair at dinner, waiting upon him and the lady 
taken down to dinner by him. 

I always make my servants shave. I will not 
have in my employ a servant with beard or mous- 
tache. I object seriously to dining at hotels or res- 
taurants where such men are employ ed, and I am 
glad to note that in New York this vale i is rigidly 
enforced at the clubs, and such places as Sherry’s, 
the Waldorf and Delmonico’s. 

I am never confidential with a servant, and i 
this respect the English ‘ help” is especially die 
able. He generally knows his place. At the same 
time, I have never been harsh with my dependants. 
I never quibble or quarrel with them. I regard 
them as automata, wound up to perform a certain 
line of duty. I hav e engaged them for that pur- 
pose, and while they are acting in this capacity I 
expect and demand that the service performed 
should be accurately and well accomplished. 

Should there be any hitch in public, I never re- 
prove them or give any sign that I have noticed it 
in any way. If it is a flagrant breach, I may sim- 
ply say something to my guests that will turn their 
attention. I never apologize or make excuses, ex- 
cept when absolutely necessary, and then—in case 
of gravy or soup or some destroying substance being 
poured over one of my guests by one of my servants 
at dinner—I will rather show my extreme sorrow 
at the occurrence than my annoyance at the stu- 
pidity of the person by whom it has been committed. 
The servant will hear from me afterwards. 

I never help a servant, even in a restaurant, to 
serve a dish or to do anything that I demand in a 
more proper manner. 

















Under no circumstances do I find fault with 
restaurant or club servants. I simply call for the 
steward or head waiter, and in a soft voice ask him 
to rectify the blunder that has been made. 

When I invite people to a restaurant I generally 
go to the place in the morning, leave my order, and 
either have the account sent to my chambers, or I 
pay—in case I am in a strange city—in advance, or 
have the keeper make out an account, so that I 
will know exactly how much I am expected to dis- 
burse, and will have the exact amount with the 
necessary fee to the waiter ready when the time 
arrives for a settlement. 

I have frequently been annoyed by the vulgarity 
of certain persons at restaurants. An impromtu 
supper is given after the play. When the last dish 
is served the host begins to feel in his waistcoat 
pocket in a fidgety, anxious way, which cannot 
help attracting the attention of his guests, and 
making them extremely uncomfortable. He oe 
have a pocket book ; but this class of individual i 
apt to keep his money—a lot of g greasy, crumpled 
bills—rolled up in a side, or what is even worse, 
trousers pocket. He demands the amount. W ies 
he receives it he goes over the items, frowning at 
this or at that charge, or probably asking the waiter 
a question. Let us say it is satisfactory. He 
makes a show of counting out the money due, 
throws the bills on the salver, as if they were play- 
ing-cards, and rattles the silver. 

In the meantime his guests are extremely un- 
comfortable. There is an embarrassing silence and 
a cloud is cast over the pleasure of the evening. 

There are certain necessary adjuncts to living, 
which are vulgar in themselves, but which, with < 
proper amount of tact, can be so wanbenned as to 
render them acceptable to the zsthetic sense. 

Money is one of these. We do not—I am 
speaking of people of refinement—wish to know 
what is the cost of articles or how they are pur- 
chased any more than we care to assist at the prep- 
aration of our food or the slaughter of cattle 
which are to provide us with sustenance. And 
yet even these rude functions may be so directed 
and accomplished as not to be offensive to our 
sense of delicacy. 

By the exercise of a little tact and common 
sense, you may avoid all this, and you may give 
your guests the impression that there was no mon- 
eyed transaction in your hospitality, but that you 
had simply chosen a restaurant for a lark, and the 
supper and service were the same as if you had 
offered it to them in your own house. T his is a 
pleasing but harmless fiction which will leave a 
most excellent impression. 


AT THE INTELLIGENCE OFFICE 
Mrs. Cumso: “I am looking for a cook.” 
Miss Noraw O’Mut ican: “Sure, an’ Oi’m 
lookin’ for a place as kitchen lady.” 


VOGUE 





HIS SHARE 


“ Es, this is her picture, drawn 
By the sun’s resistless flash ! 


Eyes ot hazel like a fawn, 
Hidden by the drooping lash. 
Such a neck and shoulders, too 
Ah, I thought you'd like her arms ; 
Surely artist never drew 
Any goddess with such charms ! 
Flatters her? Oh, no, not much ! 
Her complexion’s like a peach ; 
And her smile !—that soulful touch, 
Which the lens could never reach. 


! 


‘¢ Lucky man? 
‘But this picture and one curl 
Are all I have left of her, 
For Jack Stockton got the girl! *’ 
Harry Romaine. 


Well, maybe, sir 


BUOYED UP 


Banks: ‘ How does Edgerly keep up in the 
social swim ? ” 
Ranks: “Qn his floating debt, probably !’ 





AN EXPERT REASON 


New YorKER: ** What makes Philadelphia so healthy?’ 
PHILATOWNER : ** Well, you see, people there breathe so slowly that they 


never exhaust the oxygen as they doin New York!’ 
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ad force MMARTON a WARES - 


[ae 
™ + Tom this brown 2 [Ug that ovo foams woth milo 


(cn which I wil drink to sweet Toan of the vale] . 
spas onee Toby Fitpot, a thirsty of0 sous, 

A1S eer drank a bottle, €, or fathomed a bow/; 

In bonsin lg abont twas his Praise to excel, 
Andamong folly topers he bore off the bell. 





“e It chanced asin dogoays ke sat at his Case, 

In his flower woven arbour, as gay a you please, 
é } Wha frend ano apipe putting SorioWs away, 
Fs breath doors o of life ona sudden Were Shut, 
And fe died full as 61g asa Dorchester Cutt 


Fs body when long (A the ground tt had Lath, 

Ano tine into Clay had resolved tt again, 

. A potter foundét in its Covert sosnug, 
And with part of fatToby 

he formed this brown Jug ; 







Now Sacred to ) J TLENOSHr, >, GO mtrth, 
ano milo Ae, 


Sa heres tomy lovely Sweet Stan ofthe Vale 
ee a 





VOGUE 


A “MARYTR’S” LOVE STORY 
Rthur White was a “ Martyr.” When Ar- 
thur became a member of that honorable 
body constitutent he was given to under- 
stand that it was-the most distinguished coterie of 
celebrities and coming men—in all stages of ap- 
proach, though there were few actual arrivals— 
that flourished in the vicinity of Washington Square ; 
and indeed was said 
to be in close rival- 
ry at times with 
the Royal So- 
cieties of England 
and the’ French 
Academy, though, 
as I remarked, his 
was only at times. 
To bea “ Martyr” 
was equivalent to 
being knighted or 
decorated with a 
Cross of the Legion 
of Honor; hence, 
not to give evidence 
of gratitude by pro- 
ducing a work of 
manifest genius 
within a reasonable 
period after acces- 
sion to full mem- 
bership was to 
bring reproach upon 
the whole league 
which the laying 
down of a life 
could scarce atone. 
The * Martyrs ” 
met on Tuesdays 
at Maria’s, below 
the Square; and 
over the bare 
pumiced long table, 
with an abundant 
accompaniment of 
chianti in. wicker- 
work fiasci, long- 
shanked Virginias 
and “nero e ben 
caldo”” read one 


another original poems, skits, grave and learned 
theses, scenes from librettos, and stories, of all 


degrees of destiny immortal. The name would 


seem to indicate that the suffering ones were 
the audience on these occasions; but when it 


is disclosed that a critical discussion followed each 
descent of Promethean fire the martyrdom, as may 
be believed, visited the ambitious genius rather than 
his auditors. 

Arthur White, still crowned with a sort of halo 





made by the punk smoke of almost pagan adoration 
which a mother and four doting sisters had sent up 
before the darling of their hearts, hailed from a small 
New Hampshire village some years before, and had 
struck out boldly into the metropolitan vat, strug- 
gling toward Success (which most men write with 
a capital i imposing enough to take off their hats to), 
that faint tracery of a promised land lying like 
a cloud on the horizon, at first thought so “easily 
gained, at second so 
much easier missed. 
Nobody knew ex- 
actly why Arthur 
was a favorite with 
men, and, as with 
all men whom men 
approve, with the 
women. Perhaps 
it was his sterling 
manliness of bear- 
ing, the well-bal- 
anced and _=— sure 
command of his 
faculties, and the 
genius of the ac- 
complished listener, 
which, since talk is 
almost a universal 
made him 
a sort of place of 


passion, 


repose for confiden- 
ces. Brilliant men, 
with minds like 
diamonds throwing 
out a vast deal of 
light without much 
warmth, were wont 
to rise from a four- 
hour harangue into 
Arthur’s speaking 
eyes, though silent 
of lip,and take pains 
to tell the first per- 
son available that 
“that man White 
was certainly a very 
learned chap, with 
a great future be- 


MISS A. C., 1892-1893 fore him.” The 


graciousness of sov- 
ereigns Consists not in the generosity with which they 
give, but rather in the honor they confer by accepting 
tokens of esteem. 

Being a man of genius, Arthur, who took life as 
jokelessly as a Scotch metaphysician t takes a pun, 
now and then fell prey to moments of seriousness, 
in a fatal one of which he hit upon that seemingly 
unique and untried idea of matrimony. Thhis is one 
of the first evidences of the presence of the true 
dispensation of genius—the madness for rushing 













simultaneously into print and parsonages ; for, with 
consistency logical, genius realizes that while talent 
may get along very well almost any way, genius 
needs a manager, proceeding to supply itself with 
that gentle, brown-eyed desideratum (which is a 
very ugly name for a pretty girl) upon the whole- 
souled supposition that, though quite unable to take 
care of one properly, well-managed genius may 
provide for half a dozen. This is one of the ac- 
companiments of the divine afHatus; but, alas! it is 
too often nothing more than a laudable willingness 
to help a woman grow old quickly. One day, 
however, the regular Tuesday letter from mother 
contained a postscript. Not that there was any- 
thing very remarkable about that, for Mrs. W hite, 
after the privi ilege of her sex, I believe, usually 
wrote very short letters with very long postscripts, 
as religiously as she would follow a ten-minute 
caller to the front door for a half-hour’s last word. 
Mother White’s letters were like Hindu wedding 
processions, with the bride the all-important func- 
tion, bringing up the rear. But this postscript 
found Arthur in one of his serious moods, and 





MISS SALLY NICHOLLS 


rained upon his parched and thirsting 
heart the following shower of bounties— 
“« By the by, Arthur, dear, you know 
your old school-mate, Bessie True, who 
used to play Thisbe to your ? ose at 
the June open-air academy festivals, 
in New York? Do you, or don’t you 
know it? Of course you do; and 
when [ tell you that she has been 
left another half a million by her great- 
uncle Abe (whose dried apples on the roof you 
used to steal), and has just returned from a 
London season, you will laugh at me and tell me 


GUE 





‘esc, die 


“toeger” one is the glory 
of the Cedex. 

So was it 
that when Arthur White stepped over the thres- 
hold of the Van Bibber mansion (for Bessie 
True was under the tutelage of that fore- 


all the rest I am so anxious to hear about. I saw 
her for a few moments in September. The only 
thing she said was, ‘ What a dear rascal your boy 
Arthur i is, to write such a clever book ! I have 
read it’—but there, I shall say no more.” 

Arthur turned over the page and frowned for- 
midably when he saw the subject teasingly aban- 
doned. Then he got down on his knees before 
the grate-fire, holding a Turkish coffee ladle over 
the coals, till ‘hide face looked as flaming as a T'am- 
many transparency. ‘Then he drank his Mocha 
in reserved silence. 

That night over the pumiced board Joe Dag- 
gett, the torchlighter of the ‘ Martyrs,” whose 
bon mots usually set _ round table afire, spoke 
down the length of “ Ho, White!” said he, 
“vou look as green ca pensive as a lobster con- 
templating a boil. Where’s the rub?” 

“A Fifth Avenue belle; twenty; old school- 
mate ;two millions; pretty as a pomegranate, and 
no dress suit to pay homage i in. ‘[here’s the rub.”’ 

** Oh, take the ‘ Martyrs’ in a body, then you'll 
not be odd in a shabby morning coat. Love and 
majorities level all distinctions.” This was very 
much of a chorus. 

“Thanks; but I scarcely know whether I my- 
self am acceptable or not. It is five years since we 
have met, and you know five years with them is ten 
with us. She has probably forgotten me entirely.” 

‘You know that’s merely one side of the 
brain trying to 
squeeze acom- 
pliment from 
the other,” 
said Daggett. 

“But Tl 


lend you my 


new dress 
suit.” 
“ And I my 


Piccadilly 
opera hat.” 

“ And I my 
grandfather’s 
diamond watch 
fob,” followed 
by acloudburst 
of generosity 
on all sides. 
Bohemia is a 
brotherhood. 
Likethe Bene- 
dictine monks, 
the glory of 


MR, JUSTUS RUPERTI 
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most of society goddesses, “ Aunty ” Van Bibber), 
he represented the combined homage of the ** Mar- 
tyrs”’ in tokens from a patent-leather shoe to a 
very correct black tie. “Twelve rising celebrities 


\ 





I RA AND BESSIE 


in all stages of ascension had a hand in this adora- 
tion of the saint, 
refractory curl, 

Had the regal heiress entered with a tutelary 
goddess on either side forefending approach, and 
with a formal bow, said, *¢ Ah, Mr. White! de- 
lighted,” without the least expression of delight in 
her eyes, Arthur would not have been surprised. 
A two-million dollar beauty never surprises, except 
that she finds it worth while to tarry here below 
with mere dull mortality. But when from a sort 
of labyrinth of orchids and Oriental tapestries, con- 
cealing a flowery demi-Eden, a petite little siby] 
came running up to him with outstretched hand, 
and “QO > Pyramus! 
Thisbe all this time ?” 
White, the Martyr, was made 
the seventh heaven. 

It would be quite useless to picture our genius 
in the new role seated beside sweet Bessie in one 
corner of the grand salon, silent, transported, 
merely looking admiration into the face of the 
beautiful enthusiast who ran through the headlines 
of five years of varied triumphs for Pyramus’s edi- 


even to the smoothing of a 


aren’t you ashamed to forget 
upon laughing red lips, Mr. 


Arc hange 1 White of 


VOGUE 





He started to say a great many things, 
which fortunately were never finished ; and then 
came a host of people—aspiring gallants, conven- 
tional mammas, who looked upon the pale monastic 


fication. 


face of the “ Martyr ”’ as if he were a stalk of celery 
brought from the sub-cellars of humanity, and dam- 
sels who had it whispered about that the demure, 
wall-eyed pike of a man with the composite clothes 
was a great author—many of whom the “ Martyr ”’ 
merely bowed to, upon introduction, and many 
upon whom he let fall a Bohemian sentiment like 
a stone through a plate-glass skylight. 

Later in the evening Miss True and Arthur 
found themselves alone again for a time in the 
conservatory, reviewing the former delightful ex- 
changing of memory-tokens, the high-voltage 
circuit being happily broken, however, by the 
coming of Miss Dundee, Bessie’s cousin and inti- 
mate, who said as she approached, “Why, Bess, 
you didn’t tell me that this is the Arthur unten 
White, the author of the book we read aloud to- 
gether in the pines at Balbrook! Dear me! I 
suppose you think me rude not to pay you proper 
homage.” And the artful creature sat down on 
7 other side of the young author. 

‘ The book was lovely,” said Bessie. 
are you going to honor us again, Pyramus ? 

The « Martyr” flushed. Ah, was not this a 
species of immortality? What cared he now for 
the frown of publishers, the scorn of critics, the 
indifference of the public? 

*¢So you are a real Bohemian! ” said the cousin. 
“Dear! dear! I just adore clever people. I hear 
that there is a coterie of amazing wits called the 
‘ Martyrs’—oh, I’m sure that you are one of 
them from the way you started. Do tell us all 
about them. I have heard so much and - 

* Oh, yes, do, Arthur; please!” 

Arthur straightened heroically. “It is a very 
dignified and conservative body of men 

“Oh, won’t you take us to see them some 
time?” 

* Yes, just to see them,” came the sweet echo. 

The Martyr smiled. ‘ People who go behind 
the scenes become disillusionized, you know. You 
would misinterpret ee 

“Oh, not at all. We would just peep, you 
know, Selb Ih Bess, wouldn’t it be just too lovely 
for anything ? ” 

“Tt would be very nice—and very 
Arthur !’ 

When it was imparted to the “ Martyrs ”’ that re- 
spectability would send its envoys into the domain 
of Bohemia—and such charming representatives, 
tidings were received with acclaim. 
Daggett, the dramatist and diplomat, vowed that 
he would powder his hair for the occasion; Ex- 
eter, the political poet, would trim his cuffs; 
Donne, the society satirist, would commit number- 
less sacrifices with the barber, and not one of the 


“ When 


be 
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too !_the 
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noble brotherhood but stood ready to deny himself 
some slight disrepute in homage to the imperial 
condescension of aristocracy. 


kK * K * * * * 


When the coach, rolling down the avenue, 
on the evening of the dinner, reached the arch 


of the square, the party alighted. “We will 
walk the rest of the way,” said Arthur; then 
followed impressively, “to invade Bohemia in 


a coach would be a greater 
ing a mosque with one’s shoes on. We must re- 
spect its traditions.” ‘Then, with many a heart- 
stir, the two buds of society were ushered into the 
domain of garlic and greatness just as Exeter, the 
poet, was reciting, between courses, a_ political 
poem of such fierceness of sentiment that, as he 
roared 


sacrilege than enter- 


A bas! vos monarchies d’ l’argent— 
Vive la Republique de l’ Amour !—etc. 


his hair was dripping, and his sentiments were 
greeted with cheers and poundings on the table 


that set the soup plates dancing. ‘Then the de- 
mure little creatures were seated at the long table, 
Mr. Daggett beside Miss Dora Dundee, flushed 
with the novelty; the rampant poet beside Miss 
Bessie True, and Arthur between. The gal- 
lant Martyr turned to each in succession, whisper- 
ing, “* Remember, there are introductions in 
Bohemia. You know everybody !” 

The shy maidens glanced about the monastic 
simplicity of the place like two gazelles trapped in 
a nest of jackals; but they were scarcely noticed, 
apparently, in the heat of harangue, and were 
treated as if those had been their places for years. 
Only when the huge blue tureen, full of steaming 
risotto was passed over to Miss ecsit, she looked 
up helplessly as if wondering whether the was ex- 
pected to dispose of the whole of it; and in the 
midst of her confusion a fierce-eyed, fifth-floor 
philosopher leaned across the table and asked in a 
voice of the grave “if she were an agnostic? ”’ 
Then Bessie choked, blushed and said, “I don’t 
know!” which happened to be the wisest thing she 
could have replied, considering. 

But while Bessie was suffering a sort of disillu- 
sion as she glanced about her, contrasting the bar- 
renness of the place with the amazing wealth and 
vivacity of learning and sentiment that was juggled 
about the long table—learning which once or twice 
seemed almost diabolical, and sentiments which 
alarmed her while commanding her awe—Mr. Dag- 
gett, diplomat and dramatist, was sending shaft upon 
shaft into the vulnerable heart of Cousin Dora, who 
was elated with his pert cosmopolitanisms, seated 
where they commanded a vista of the smoky kitchen 
across the narrow entry, where, in picturesque 
arch hung with culinary trophies of quaint design 
and dazzling cleanliness, Maria was bowed over a 
ragout, muttering as if saying her beads. ‘“ Yes,” 


no 


said the arch-siren, growing momentarily more en- 
thusiastic as he perceived his words drunk in as 
chickens thankfully open their mouths to heaven and 
catch the raindrops, “ this is life—the true life of the 
soul, of the heart, of all that is best in human nature ; 
all other is but the knavery of convention, the fraud 
of fools who think only to live rather than live to 
think. Look about you! Despite the severity of 
this realm of high ambitions and asceticism—almost 
forbidding to you—not a man here but has a history, 
varied, thrilling : reading like a Greek heroic drama 
of lone and war; and not a pot or ladle hanging 
over the arch yonder but has served some genius 
who has moved the world—some master spirit who 
has dedicated a rich and noble life to an art or sci- 
ence to the betterment of men. It is only in such 
cloisteral simplicity as this that the undistracted 
mind is free, and ideas rule paramount and supreme. 
What are the glamors of the mere drudging money- 
getter to the substantial j joys of one of these? Not 
a man here but could enter trade, and by debasing a 
noble talent make his ten thousand a year; but 
what would he become ?>—one of those monoton- 
ous mill-wheels of civilization which grind up hu- 
man souls. As Johnson says, ‘any fool, if he be 
only small enough, may pile up halfpe nee till they 
get to be sixpence.’ But man isa temple of the 
living God, and as such must ‘ produce, progress 
and prevail,’ Menander says. No; we have 
killed desire, as the glorious Gantama, fourth of 
Buddhists, enjoins, and, from profound convictions 
of the heart, live as you see us here, a life of ma- 
terial sacrifice to the perfection of high ideals ! 

No susceptible maiden mind, to whom the illusions 
of life are far more than the realities, can withstand 
this sort of thing delivered with an_ heroic, chival- 
rous loyalty bya ‘striking gallant with jinn eyes 
and a W ellington nose, w hose every member quivers 
even to the finger-tips with the eloquence of in- 
most conviction, without at least a very responsive 
interest. The dinner went rapidly to Dora, the fine 
fire of the poet beside her warming her little soul 
with a strange intoxicant; and when scenes from 
original dramas “ soon to be starred by So and So,” 
and poems “soon to appear in the So and So,” and 
songs ** soon to be sung by this or that operatic fav- 
orite,” were rendered with all the fine enthusiasm 
of the authors, the effect upon both young spirits 

was lasting, ond the conviction of the exalted place 
in history which Maria’s must maintain was up- 
held. Then the dear 
into the evening again, their brains giddy with car- 
bon and ideas. 

“ Well, Bessie? ”’ said her escort, interrogatively. 

“ T never heard anything like it!”’ said the artless 
creature, which was true, even if it were doubtful 


as 


creatures were ushered out 


praise. 

“And I!” broke the 
‘Such wit! such repartee! such devotion to the 
grand and ennobling themes of life!” 


in cousin, ecstatically. 








‘“‘] am very glad indeed that you were pleased, “ 
said Arthur. “ 1 is the experience of a lifetime !’ 

Naturally, the Martyrs voted the two pretty em- 
blems of respectability ‘the sweetest, and, of course, 
the most learned women of their acquaintance— 
the latter sentiment because they had said nothing. 
For many successive evenings the prospects of the 
success of one of their hearty midst was discussed, 
and, if he were present, toasted with bumpers of 
good cheer. Everyone had some pleasant thing to 
say, to be properly echoed over the satin cushions 
of Aunty van Bibber’s divans—all save Daggett. 
He was ominously silent. 

During the next three weeks the Martyr made as 
many pilgrim: ages to his shrine as he dared, always 
received by the gentle Bessie with no slight favor 
over the hundred other gallants who paid homage 
at the same Lares. But, one evening, as he was 
seated at the further end of the salon, awaiting the 
coming of his generous goddess, he heard strange 





sounds coming ‘from the library, whose door was 
ajar, and the familiar voice of Cousin Dora rising 
with each sentence to concert pitch. ‘I don’t 
care, Aunty; I love him, and that’s all there is 
about it. You can write papa and mamma if you 
want to, but I am engaged to him, and I am going 
to be all his—there!”” and instantly a little figure 
in street dress, with hat and coat, fled by the arch 
and disappeared above stairs.” 

Suddenly the imperial form of Aunty van Bib- 
ber rose in the distance, her face scarlet with morti- 
fication and rage, her lips murmuring imprecations. 
Then she spied the Martyr upon the divan be- 
yond and almost fell upon his neck with this sud- 
den providence. ‘@Oh, Mr. White! Is _ this 
really you? Dear! dear! I’m nearly wild with 


anxiety. ‘Tell me, for heaven’s sake, tell me who 
is this man Daggett ? ? 
White quivered. “ Daggett!” he echoed, 


scarcely audible. 

“ The man who has run away with Dora’s heart 
—with whom she has had a daily rendezvous some- 
where in the park these three weeks. Oh, I’m 
mortified to death. What will her poor mother 
say? A Bohemian—bah! Do tell me all about 
him. Is he a scoundrel 
oh, I shall go crazy!” 

The Martyr choked out some appeasing senti- 





an impostor—an—an— 


ment, begged the dear woman to be calm, and 
compassionate and not to drive the girl to a rash 
act, and that, although he didn’t know so very 
much about Dag rett, he would ascertain all. 

Half an hour hence Arthur White entered the 
smoky gloom of Martyrdom, and stood at the door- 
way beckoning. Daggett was just completing a 
thrilling scene from his new drama, doubtless writ- 
ten upon the new inspiration. ‘I want to see 
you, Daggett!” said White. But evidently the 
young gentleman’s pallid face forboded evil, so he 


said, ** Well out with it!” 
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Arthur came forward and said in an undertone, 
““T want you to explain this outrageous conduct 
with Dora——” 

Daggett cut him short with a laugh. ‘He 
wants me to explain my conduct, Martyrs—how’s 
that? No, sir; [ll explain nothing when you 
come to me in that spirit. But if you are to say, 
as all the rest here present have done, ‘ Bravo, 
Daggett ! here’s congratulations,’ why, I must simp- 
ly bow acknowledgments, sirrah ! ” 

' White’s pale face sought dissent from the as- 
sembled comrades, but their smiles and glances 
spoke them of one accord. 

“But the manner, gentlemen; the shocking 
means 

“It was voted on,” said Mr. Donne, quietly. 
“ Mr. Daggett cunnlieed us honorably, and we re- 
solved to resign the method to the good lady’s 
choice, which was a harmless midday rendezvous. 
Besides, had he chosen the same time as yourself, 
how rh you suppose that you could have both ap- 
peared in one evening dress suit?” which argu- 
ment was so conclusive that Mr. White raised ‘his 
hat formally and departed vanquished. 


3 





They were standing in the shadows of a cluster 
of palms at the arch leading to the conservatory. 
Bessie’s eyes were heavy with copious tears. “ But,” 
said Arthur, “if I do not know anything particu- 
larly good, I certainly know nothing very bad, 
about Mr. Daggett ! ” 

““T am glad of that,” returned the other sweet- 
ly. ‘¢ Butoh, what a storm that wnat I knew it 
would come—told her so. Dear me! so I must 
lose Cousin Dora. That’s my hostage to Bo- 
hemia ! ” 

The words were so bitter that the Martyr al- 
most lost heart to say, * But Bessie, if Bohemia 
has robbed you with the right hand, may it not 
with the left, nearest the heart, restore to you quite 
as acceptable a love?” 

The young girl looked up quickly, studied 
breathlessly a ‘single instant those eloquent pleading 
eyes, those parted lips and outstretched hands, then 


‘— “ Oh Arthur!” in the sweet silence, 


her glance falling, and her quivering finger-tips in 
his big palms. 
That “ Oh Arthur !”’ was recorded of angels. 
Charles Edward Barns. 
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™ Nee again Centennial festivities have 
( ) taken the town by storm and the prin- 
cipal excitement consists of the mak- 

up of parties to see the different parades on 

id or water. Many young men are amazed 
the amount of courtesy they receive from 
yeatrons and maids who have scorned them as 
incligibles and detrimentals all winter, but 


10, on account of their being members of the 
ferent yacht clubs and having, in conse- 
ence, cards of invitation for the yacht boats 


now deemed exceedingly attractive. 


In the midst of all this turmoil the excite- 
nt over the Bradley-Martin-Craven wed- 
g seems at last to have subsided, and Lord 
( aven (or Crayven, as is now the proper pro- 
\ciation) and his young bride may go where 
y will without being stared at, and with 
comfortable feeling that they are not 


i ving columns written about them, as to 


they look, what they say, and what they 
r. The happy bridegroom can wear a 
<, or a white, or even a checked shirt now 
‘hout being made the subject of discussion 
an entire city. Even when they return 
m their wedding trip they will find that 
y are of no more importance than anyone 
, and that the 
reserve are far 


mbers of the naval more 


sminent before the world at large. 


\s time goes on, the stories told of the fear- 
scenes of mob violence in Grace Church 
ter the wedding last week, grow worse and 


that Mrs. 


wwn was not only torn off her back but was 


se. One report is Cruger’s 
duced to tiny shreds, which same shreds 

preserved as relics in many homes. For 
lady without any gown, she seemed to me, 
she came out of the church, to be in re- 
irkably good trim and looking even hand- 
mer than usual. One story told with bated 
eath is, that a well-known society woman 
oke her back falling over a pew in her ef- 
its to get some of the floral adornments. 
he name of this unfortunate victim of social 
nbition has not as yet been made public. 
ne man did make his way into the chancel 
id endeavor to climb a palm in order to be 
1 eye witness of the marriage ceremony. 
\nd at the time this extraordinary act passed 


ithout the slightest comment, although on 


hitherto little talked of 
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thinking the matter over afterward, it is rather 


out of the usual run of events to have the 
guests so tremendously interested in a wed- 
ding. One woman who had the misfortune to 
be caught in the crowd which surged in after 
the ceremony, said she thought it would have 
been a better plan for the society reporters to 
change the usual formula of “ among the in- 


vited guests present,’ to “among the guests 


frightened were Mr. and Mrs. So and So,” ete. 


Entertaining the Duke de Veragua and his 


suite was the principal social interest of last 


week. The reception given them at the 
Hotel Waldorf on the 18th was really a 
very brilliant affair, and with one or two 


drawbacks, was extremely well managed. 


The crush before entering the ball room, 
where the ducal party and the ladies receiving 
were standing, was frightful, and many guests 
retired in despair; but once inside those 
charming precincts, quiet reigned, for only a 
small number of people were admitted at a 
time, and those had to form in line. It 
was highly amusing to watch the procession 
around the line. Each lady was told to curtsy 
to the ladies of the ducal party as well as to 
those who were receiving, and to bow to the 
men. Some women made their curtsies with 
a solemnity of mien which would not have 
been out of place at a funeral. Others affected 
an extreme joviality, but very few seemed 
thoroughly at their ease. A pretty sight at the 
close of the reception was when the Duchess 
and her daughter shook hands with each lady 
in turn, and thanked her for the aid given dur- 
ing the afternoon, and curtsying to the ushers 
who stood ina semi-circle, gracefully with- 
drew. 


On Thursday evening Mrs. Stevens gave the 
distinguished foreigners a reception. Among 
the guests present were Mrs. George B. de 
Forest, who wore a very beautiful velvet gown 
Mrs. Brad- 
ley-Martin was in white satin trimmed with 


Mrs. 


Cruger, who is looking extremely handsome 


of the new color, fleur de péche. 
blue, with any number of diamonds. 
this spring, was also in white. Indeed, most 
of the gowns were white relieved with some 
other contrasting color, petunia predominat- 


ing. 


Friday evening Mr. and Mrs. Edward 


Cooper gave them a large dinner which was 
very remarkable for the table decorations and 


The Duke 


and Duchess de Veragua and their suite have 


for the brilliant costumes worn. 
certainly nothing to complain of in the hospi 
tality which has been extended them, for be 
sides entertainments already spoken of, they 
have been lunched, dined and wined to an ex 
tent which makes one tremble for their future 


health. 


There has been a heavy exodus for Europe 
Whether 


Fashion has prevailed over the fear of the 


during the past fortnight. Dame 
cholera, or whether the world at large has de- 
cided there is no more danger over there than 
here, the fact remains the same that in spite of 
all the prognostications to the contrary, there is 
to be the usual spring rush for the Continent. 
Sir Tatton and Lady Sykes have sailed. Mr. 
and Mrs. john E. Miss Adele 
Grant, Mrs. Henry Cutting, Mrs. Mason, Mr. 
and Mrs. 


Cowden, 


lremenheere, Mr. and Mrs. Freder- 


ick H. Allen and Mr. and Mrs. Clarence 
Dinsmore are among those who have sailed re 
cently. 

There have been a_ startling number of 
deaths among prominent people during the 


past ten days, and many houses which usually 
are very gay at this season as well as during 


the summer will be closed to all but very 


intimate friends. Mrs. Frank Lawrence, who 
was Miss Kitty Lanier, suddenly 


Her sisters Mrs, Francis R. Apple- 


ton and Mrs. George 


died very 
last week. 
Curnure are both in this 
city, but her mother and father, Mr. and Mrs. 
Charles Lanier were in Europe. In Boston 
the death of Mr. William Sigourney Otis will 
throw a large family connection into mourn- 
Mr. Otis was very popular, and as his 
Miss Pauline Root of Boston, 


ing. 
wife, who was 
is a very handsome and attractive young wo- 
man, they have lived in the midst of all gaiety. 
Colonel King’s death will close temporarily 
the houses of the Kings, Graces and the 
Duers, to all of whom he was directly or in- 
directly related ; while the death of Mrs. Susan 
Watts 
Street and 


Kearney, the widow of William J. 
P. Mor 


Street, will cast a 


the mother of Mrs. Levi 
Wm. A. 


gloom over a large circle of relatives and 


ton and Mr. 


friends. 








PARIS 
(From Our Own Correspondent) 


Tue Raour—CRvuELTY OF THE FASHION OF 
WEARIN3 AIGRETTES—ABOLITION OF A 
RepucsivE Dinner TasLe PracricE— 
FASHION OF ANNOUNCING NAMES OF 
Guests GIVEN Up 


, I “He Lenten season of 1893 seems des- 
tined to remain on record as the most 
festive within the memory of the 

present generation. ‘True, we did not indulge 

in balls or big dances, but we denied ourselves 
little else in the shape of entertainments. 

There was not a single night throughout the 

period of forty days supposed to be devoted to 

tasting and mortification of the flesh, that we 

did not have concerts, and small dances, that 

were called mere causeries and were qualified 

as mere impromptu, but which, nevertheless, 
differed only trom a full-fledged ball in that, 
in lieu of the music being furnished by a string 
band au complet, the young people had to 
content themselves with dancing to the strains 
of a piano. Another very favorite form of 
entertainment this season has been the so-called 
raout, or ordinary reception without concert, 
dancing or any other special effort being made 
by the hostess to amuse her guests. It has 
been nicknamed the reception séche, or dry 
reception on that account, which must not, 
however, be taken to imply that no liquid re- 
treshments are offered. On the contrary, the 
stand-up supper or buffet is one of the princi- 
pal features of these raouts. One reason of 
the great popularity of the latter is that they 
furnish an additional opportunity to mothers 
with marriageable daughters to ‘ produce,” 
and perhaps “settle” the girls previous to 

Easter. Another is that they afford ladies 

who, by reason of their mature years, are no 

longer invited to balls, opportunities to see a 

little more of the world than they are able to 

do at dinner parties; while yet a third cause 
tor their vogue may be found in the fact that 

they enable mondaines to receive and meet a 

number of men who, for one reason or another, 

are unable to call upon them during the day- 
time on their jour at home. : 


Among the most pleasant of these raouts 
that took place were those of the Marquise de 
Levis at her beautiful house in the Rue de 
Lille, where I saw the Prince and Princesse de 
Leon, the Marquis and Marquise de Morte- 
mav, the Duc and Duchesse de Sabran, the 
latter a sister of the Austrian Chancellor, 
Count Kalnocky, the Prince and Princesse de 
Ligne, the Princesse de Croy and many others. 
‘The next-door neighbor of the Marquise is the 
dear old Duchesse de Maillé, the fairy god- 
mother of so many young people. She does 
not, however, open her salons until after 
Easter, when she resumes her well-known 
Sunday evening receptions. She will be as- 
sisted as usual in entertaining her guests by 
her three daughters, the Comtesse de Gontaut- 
Biron, the Marquise de Nadaillac and the 
Baronne de Fleury. For more than thirty 
years these Sunday receptions of the Duchesse 
have been a feature of the Paris season and 
there are few people who exercise a more 
wholesome influence upon the more aristo- 
cratic portion of the Parisian world than this 
perfect type of a grande dame of the old 
school. 


She looks a very imposing personage, 
with her white hair, her finely chiselled fea- 





VOGUE 





SUPPLEMENT 


tures and her still handsome figure, and like 
the great ladies of her time, she is accustomed 
to speak out her mind and to inform people 
what she thinks of them, on the slightest 
provocation, but always with a kind of spirituelle 
brusquerie which renders her caustic remarks 
very amusing. She has put all her prestige 
and her verve at the service of the classic tra- 
ditions of the best society and proclaims her- 
self an irreconcilable foe of that tendency of 
the present day to dispense with the old- 
fashioned rules of courtesy and reciprocal con- 
sideration. 


I was sorry to see, at the reception given by 
the Marquise de Trevise the other evening, 
what a number of women there were present 
who wore aigrettes in their hair, and as these 
apparently are to be the fashion this year, it 
may be worth while pointing out that they are 
obtained in a manner so cruel that I am cer- 
tain many would dispense with the use thereot 
did they know how they are procured. The 
aigrette consists of a tuft of thin feathers taken 
trom a kind of heron called the egret, and the 
poor birds are killed at a time when they ought 
particularly to be protected, namely, during 
the breeding season. At that time the solici- 
tude of the parent birds is so great that, for- 
getting their own danger in their anxiety to 
preserve their young, they most readily become 
victims of egret hunters. 


Among those present at Madame de Tre- 
vise’s was Madame Henri Schneider, of Creu- 
sot, who was arrayed in a marvelous dress of 
jonquil-yellow satin, with revers of gold em- 
broidered satin and waist belt and sleeves of 
vieux vert, or light sage-green velvet. In her 
hair Madame Schneider wore a_ beautiful 
aigrette, and a wealth of pearls completed this 
attire, festooned about the corsage and encir- 
cling the neck, where they were separated by 
bars of brilliants. Another lady, whose name 
I could not ascertain, and whom I saw there 
for the first time, appeared in Récamier style, 
or a fourreau of flesh-colored satin, with sleeves 
of rainbow velvet in soft pinks and blues, the 
high waist simulated by a broad golden gimp, 
studded thickly with pearls and turquoises, 
crossing the bust and back. The Duchesse of 
Albufera was arrayed in a lovely toilette of 
rose petal ondine, with five bouillonnes of chif- 
fon circling the skirt and a corsage of silk 
trimmed with a big butterfly bow of pink satin, 
in the centre of which glistened a large ruby 
set with brilliants. The full sleeves were of 
ondine, while the shoulders were spanned by a 
Louis x11 collar of white net, with white 
satin design oblique, outlined and embroidered 
most charmingly with seed pearls and silver 
spangles. 


At the dinner which preceded the reception 
given by the Princesse de Montholon Simon- 
ville, I noticed with pleasure that the horrible 
custom of placing little goblets in the finger- 
bowls had been abandoned. The practice so 
long in vogue here, of rinsing the mouth at 
dessert into the finger bowl, while perhaps 
commendable trom a hygienic point of view, 
was decidedly offensive to all sentiments of 
delicacy and refinement. Post-prandial ablu- 
tions of this kind are all very well in private, 
but their performance in public savors decid- 
edly too much of the Orient, where it is cus- 
tomary for the guests not only to rinse out 
their mouths with rose water into a gold or sil- 
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ver basin handed round by the servants, but 
even to lather the teeth with a piece of soap 
placed ad hoc in the raised centre of the dish. 
I may add that at the Princesse’s the other 
night, the water in the finger-bowls was aroma- 
tized, not by perfume or by lemon, but by 
sweet-smelling, white double violets. The 
menus at this dinner were of a more personal 
and original character than usual, being 
adorned with dainty photographic views taken 
by the Princesse herself and portraying various 
picturesque features of her chateau where we 
had all been staying as her guests last autum 
This had the additional advantage of furnis| - 
ing subjects of animated conversation at tlic 
very outset of the dinner, the first few mv - 
ments of which are generally inclined to b: 
stiff, constrained and formal. 


The Duc and Duchesse de Gramont r- 
cently invited some fifteen hundred of the 
triends to assist them to perdre la crémailleé: 
or inaugurate the new suite of superb Lou 
xiv and Louis xv salons which they have fitte | 
up in their house of the Rue de Chaillot. Th 
Duc, as you doubtless know, is married to on: 
of the Rothschild girls, and consequently no 
money was spared in the decoration and fur 
nishing of these apartments, which are th 
most perfect of their kind, and aroused ou 
universal admiration. Among those presen 
were the Prince and Princess A. de Brogli: 
the Comte and Comtesse de Meffray, tl 
Comte and Comtesse de Stanislas de Gontant 
Biron, etc. While fin-de-siécle in everythin 
else, the Duc de Gramont stili retains the old 
fashioned practice of having the names of hi 
guests announced by the groom of the cham 
bers. This custom has been entirely aban 
doned by all save in a tew houses of the anci 
enne noblesse of the Faubourg St. Germain 
and at the official receptions given by th 
President and the various members of his goy 
ernment. Even when paying afternoon calls 
the servant who opens the door of the salon o 
boudoir no longer announces you, and one i 
thus freed from the comical torture of hearin; 
one’s name crippled and deformed by the ex 
cruciating Italian, Marseillais or Alsatian pro 
nunciation of the groom of the chambers 
You enter the salons unheralded, and if yo 
happen to be unknown by name to any of th 
other visitors or guests present, the mistress o! 
the house, instead of formally introducing you, 
manages with apparent unconsciousness and it 
the most deft and natural manner, to mentio 
not only your own name in the course of the 
conversation in such a manner that the other 
may learn your identity, but also theirs, so that 
in your turn you may know who are your fellow 
visitors. ‘This is far preferable to those cere 
monious presentations which invariably necessi 
tate the utterance by both parties of som: 
conventional, commonplace and unmeanin; 
compliment. . 


I notice that this year our mondaines, wher 
receiving visitors on their jour, or afternoon at 
home, invariably wear gloves instead of dis- 
pensing therewith, as has been the custom dur- 
ing the last few years on such occasions a: 
these. 


I must confess toa certain mild astonishment 
which I experienced at the raout of the Com- 
tesse de Meftray, and on Saturday at the Du- 
chesse de Bellune’s, on finding among th« 
liquid refreshments served at the buffets large 
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crystal ewers full of milk, which seemed to 
meet with great success not only among the 
women but also among the men. Indeed, the 
champagne, the Bordeaux and even the popu- 
lar *¢ Bishoff,”’ a sort of iced punch of a highly 
aromatic character, were completely put into 
the shade and the milk was all the rage. Milk 
may therefore be said to have become fashion- 
able, a fact not to be regretted when one re- 
members that it is less likely to affect the weak 
heads of our jeunesse dorée than drinks that 
ntain alcohol. 


Another liquid refreshment that is served 
is year at receptions, and which I noticed on 
e buffet at the Duc de Gramont’s house- 
irming, above mentioned, was plain, ordinary, 
mocratic beer, which appeared to meet with 
uch approval. It is an innovation that comes 
/us from Vienna, where beer is served not 
ily at the receptions and dinners of the grand 
onde, but even at the state banquets at the 
iperial Palace, the Emperor and the Arch- 
ikes being exceedingly partial thereto. 


Three years ago it was the fashion to send 
it invitations at the very last moment, barely 
vo or three days in advance. This spring we 
ve gone to the other extreme and the invita- 
ms are sent out three and even four weeks in 
lvance, the old Comtesse de Dufort and 
it incomparable but eccentric contralto, the 
comtesse de Tredern, having asked people 
fore Easter for entertainments which are to 
ke place toward the end of April and the be- 
nning of May. The party for which Madame 
Tredern has sent out invitations is a fancy 
ess ball, and it is expected to prove one of 
tie most brilliant events of the Parisian season. 
he Vicomtesse de Tredern, whose son by her 

t marriage is the young Duc de Brissac, is 
ciormously wealthy and owns a magnificent 
sidence on the Place Vendéme. Her riches 

e derived from trade, her father having been 
e great sugar refiner, Say. She is one of the 
ost talked of and brilliant women in Paris, 
d enjoys the perhaps unenviable distinction 
having been the first of our great mondaines 
take up General Boulanger ina social sense. 


The arbitrary action of the police in arrest- 
g on Mi-Caréme Day a number of young 
omen who were smoking cigarettes on the 
reets, has led to an investigation of the laws 
id police regulations bearing upon the subject 
nd to a most animated controversy in the 
ress. Indeed, for several days the question 
: to whether we women possess the right to 
noke in public constituted the all-absorbing 
pic of discussion, and even though we mon- 
iines would never dream of puffing away at 
lighted cigarette in the streets of the metrop- 
lis or in the Bois, yet the matter seemed to 
reate quite as much of a furore in the Fau- 
ourg St. Germain as on the boulevards. It 
ow appears that the police who made the ar- 
est on Mi-Caréme Day exceeded their author- 
ty and that there is absolutely no law of any 
<ind to prevent us from smoking a cigarette, 
vhere and when we please, no matter whether 
n public or in private. There is only one 
lace, itseems, where women are forbidden to 
moke by law, although men are permitted to 
lo so, and that is in the foyers of the various 
netropolitan theatres. Elsewhere we have 
ust as much right to smoke as men. 
Comtesse de Champdoce. 
Paris, 30 March, 1893. 


VOGUE SUPPLEMENT 


LONDON 
(From Our Own Correspondent) 


Nent the performance of Becket before 

Queen Victoria, last month, Miss 

Terry, in a private letter to a friend, 

says: “ The performance went precisely as it 

goes at the Lyceum, and everybody seemed 

pleased. The Queen was most gracious, as 

she always is, and the whole affair was a de- 
lightful pleasure trip.”” 

And, indeed, the play is wonderful. It 





and, falling on her knees, put back rever- 
ently the heavy folds of the black cloak from 
the calm dead face of the murdered soldier- 
archbishop. It was this scene that the Queen 
had twice repeated, and after which she ex- 
pressed her thanks and appreciation to Miss 
Terry and Mr. Irving in unmeasured terms. 

Becket is the tragedy of the hour, and is al- 
ready scored down in the Lyceum répertoire 
for the coming American World’s Fair sea- 
son. 


The Princess of Wales does not intend re- 


MISS CAVYAN 


holds one’s interest from first to last, and re- 
veals a page of thirteenth century history as 
romantic and tragic as any modern sensational 
novel. There was scarcely a dry eye, the 
other evening, at the end of the last scene, 
when Rosamond—<‘< fair Rose of the World ” 
—-stole forth from behind the great stone pil- 
lars of the gloomy Chapel of Canterbury 
Cathedral, clad in her sombre nun’s habit, 


turning to England with the Princesses before 
August or September, and absolutely refuses 
to take any part in the season's gayeties. She 
cannot recover either health or spirits, though 
she is most sweetly uncomplaining. ‘The sub- 
ject of the Royal betrothal is still kept in abey- 
ance for this reason partly, and partly because, 
though the Duke of York’s health is really not 
very much better, he is certainly neither so ro- 








bust nor so strong as he should be, and anxiety 
on his account is never far from his mother’s 
heart. “The date now named tor the definite 
announcement of his formal engagement is put 


down for the end of April. It could scarcely 


have been made before the actual interment of 


the Duke of Clarence, which only took place 
last week at Windsor, the strictly private en- 
tombment being attended only by the members 
ot the Royal tamily. And now it is said 
that the Princess wishes to see the monument 

a beautiful life-size figure of Prince ¢* Eddy ” 
in white marble, the work of Sir John Gilbert, 
N.A.—finally erected over the tomb in the Al- 
bert Memorial Chapel, before any official affhr- 
mation as to Prince George and Princess May 
of ‘Teck is made public. Meantime, the Queen 
has taken Princess Henry of Battenberg with 
her to Florence, and the ever genial Duchess 
of Teck and her pretty daughter—who by 
the way, has laid off her mourning, and is look- 
ing more charming than ever in the daintiest 
combinations of lilac and white—as yet only 
take part in charitable functions, not gayeties, 
Oo we are relegated to the never very festive 
Princess Christian, as our Chats laine-Royal this 
season. 

The really only very smart party of the 
Lady Carrington’s—the popular 
wite of the yet more popular new Lord Cham- 


week was 


berlain—on Saturday evening. Lord Carring- 
ton is one ot the pillars ot strength in the 


besides holding 
Lord Great 
Chamberlain,” his advancement, therefore, to 
the tull ofhce under a Liberal Chief was but a 
Lord and Lady Car- 


rington are occupying for the season the Dow- 


Gladstonian administration, 
‘«the right hereditary of joint 


foregone conclusion. 


iver Countess of Rosslyn’s residence in Charles 
Street, Mayfair—the house to which Mrs, 
Mackay removed trom 
while her present Carlton House mansion was 


Buckingham Gate, 
under the «gis of the decorators. The even- 
ing was exceptionally agreeable and Lady 
Carrington looked most charming in a pale 
yellow gown, with wondertul diamond chains 
catching up the sleeves at the shoulders and 
Mrs. Glad- 
stone, who was in very good form, was telling 


everyone how well she was and answering in- 


forming bands across the bodice. 


numerable enquires for the Premier in between. 
MI me 


alas! leaving all too soon, was 


Waddington, who is still with us, but 
handsome in 
exquisite black lace over her white gown, 
diamonds all around the back of her head, and 
wearing the presentation pendant and bracelet. 
Mr. and 


debutante 


Mrs. Francis Evans brought their 
looked 
majestic and a trifle melancholy, as usual, and 
Mrs. Carrington, the host's sister-in-law, the 
wife of the Hon. Colonel Willi: m Carrington, 
born Miss Juliet Warden, of New York, was 


one of the most idmired of the jeunes dames. 


daughter. Lady Harcourt 


the only American lady 
honored by an invitation to Becket at Wind- 
oO! Her husband 3; 
orite equerries, and their home 
Windsor 


H USCS I know. 


She, by-the-way, was 


one of the Queen's favy- 
Burfield, Old 
one of the most charming country 
The supper was a veritable 
feast of dainties, served in silver and crystal 
ralore The floral decoration were exquisite. 

London, 3 April 1893. Diane. 


‘© That was a pretty slow affair up at Mrs, 


Bronson King’s.” 
«© Yes, but the hostess was very bright.” 
“ Very. 


She was greater than her party.” 
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OF INTEREST TO HER 


He reflected glory of the great Colum- 

I bian Exhibition has already struck 
New York, and the last fortnight has 

seen an amount of bustle and excitement that 
is in striking contrast to the complete stagna- 
tion that prevailed immediately after Easter. In 
point of fact, the city has been overrun with 
titled visitors and has rather lost its head in 
consequence. The crowds that filled the streets 
on the day of the Craven-Martin wedding could 
hardly have been greater had George Wash- 
ington risen from his grave, and driven down 
Broadway in a hackney barouche with Mrs. 
Washington at his side. And on the same day 
at very nearly the same hour a Spanish grandee, 
in comparison with whom George Washington 
was a parvenu and a mushroom, was escorted 
to the City Hall with military honors, brass 
bands and policemen enough to keep a Coney 
Island crowd in order. What wonder if we 
all lost our heads? For my own part, I missed 
not a single incident of the day. I was squeez- 
ed and crushed almost to a jelly in Grace 
Church; I touched the Earl’s elbow as he pass- 
ed and won a glance of dignified surprise from 


him in return; I breasted the serried ranks of 


pushers and scramblers as they rushed in the 
church doors, and fought hard in the squeezing 
match that followed. I ate terrapin and ice 
cream from the same plate at the superb col- 
lation spread in Mr. Bradley-Martin’s dining- 
room, and I gazed upon beautiful women, 
smart bonnets, and Knickerbocker 
enough to make my head and my eyes ache. 
It was a day never to be forgotten, and if Chi- 


dudes 


cago can produce one comparable to it, during 
the six months of her great show, New York 


will strike her colors, and acknowledge herself 


beaten. 


Since then I have been following the Spanish 
Duke whithersoever he goeth. I had a_ nice 
little ride with him and his son, on the Sixth 
Avenue elevated, when nobody recognized 
them and they were allowed to enjoy them- 
selves as quietly as Baxter Street Jews at the 
seashore. I did not find them beautiful, and 
I inwardly regretted that good blood so seldom 
means good looks, but they behaved them- 
selves nicely, and looked in at the second story 
windows as we rushed through the slums, with- 


out betraying any disgust. Every day now 


brings some notability to light, and uniforms of 


every country are a drug in the market. Ad- 
mirals, captains, commanders and blue jackets 
absolutely swarm, and even civilians hold their 
heads higher, and strut a little as they walk 
The sense of importance seems to pervade all 
classes. * Crossing sweepers look curiously at 
good looking people as they pick their way 
through the dust heaps and mud banks that 
decorate our streets, believing that each one is 
a Duke or an Earl, and even newsboys have 
a comfortable reflection that the sheets they 
sell record the doings ot men with handles to 
their names, instead of the fights and quarrels 
of ‘Tom, Dick and Harry, or the domestic 
broils of belligerent Patricks and Bridgets ; and 
all this is the outcome of the World’s Fair, and 
I, for one, rejoice to think that we are to have 
as good, and better for six months to come. 


In the midst of all the razzle-dazzle of public 
weddings and receptions, some very pretty din- 
ners and luncheons have been given at private 


houses. I saw a table decoration at a house in 


Fifth Avenue that was extremely effective. The 
table was square and very large, seating six on 
each of the four sides. Down the middle wa 
a mirror plateau, so cunningly bordered wit] 
ferns and grasses as to produce the effect of a 
large lake. Wreaths of flowers branching from 
the chandelier were fastened at the corners and 
formed a tent-like canopy over the lake, on th. 
bosom of which rested porcelain swans, which 
held the most perfect imitations of water lilies 
The service was of gold plate, and exquisit« 
orchids filled large golden vases at the corner 
of the table. Every plate was an art study, and 
represented a large sum of money. The menu: 
were mounted on amber satin, with tiny ribbon 
bows at each corner, and the dinner itself was 
as sumptuous as a capital chef and a cella 
of choice wines could make it. 


This is not the first time, however, that the 
device of the lake and the swans has been used 
at a New York dinner party. Many years ago 
a rich bachelor gave a dinner to fifty guests, at 
Delmonico’s, and had a miniature lake, with 
water turned on, in the centre of his table. The 
size of it can be imagined when it is mentioned 
that two living swans from Central Park curved 
their graceful necks as they moved up and down 
the liquid enclosure—as a swan is not a bird 
that can be compressed into a very small space. 
Nor did these same swans conduct themselves 
with commendable propriety on this gala occa- 
sion, as one of them died there and then, from 
the heat and the fumes of gas, dinner and wine. 
So the porcelain beauties were rather an im- 
provement upon the genuine article for orna- 


mental purposes, indoors—but the novelty of 


the reai ones, and the catastrophe that ensued, 
made the dinner town talk for a day or two, 
and so, probably, contented the giver. 


The fashionable colors of the season, lilac 
and pale green, are as prominent in table decor- 
ation as‘they are in gowns and bonnets. How 
far arsenical or other poisonous ingredients are 
used in the exquisite dyes that are now to be 
seen in milliners’ windows in feathers and _arti- 
ficial flowers, in ribbons and gauzes, and even 
in sash curtains and lamp shades, nobody knows, 
of course, but certainly neither nature nor art 
has ever before produced such an exquisite shade 
of green as the one that meets the eye at every 
turn. The tender tint of leaves and grass, the 
apple bloom, or all that old Mother Earth 
shoots up at this spring season, are nowhere 
beside these tints of man’s invention. Unfor- 
tunately, the color is not available for dinners, 
as green candle shades would cast an unbecom- 
ing light on pretty faces; but for luncheons it 
has been quite the rage this spring, and the 
delicate ribbons, silks and embroideries, com- 
bined with white lace and floral embellishments 
of ferns and lilies, make a beautiful setting for 


crystal and porcelain. At one of the large 


dinners given recently this delicate shade of 


green was combined with a profusion of violets. 
But the combination was not a happy one, and 
a woman of artistic taste who was present re- 
marked that apple-green could stand no com- 
panionship but pure white. 
A SERIOUS QUESTION 

Ten Booke (confidentially) : « We can live 
with your folks in the winter, and with mine 
in the summer.” 

Mase. (thoughtfully): “ Yes, but what in 
the world are we going to do spring and 
autumn?” 


\/ 
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HORSE NOTES 
Here will be plenty of inducements 
for owners of fine stock to make ex- 
hibits at the Open-Air Horse Show of 
he United States Horse and Cattle Show Soci- 
ty. The management offers $18,000 in the 
everal classes, and a number of other prizes 
inging in value from $50 to $250 each, mak- 
ig in the aggregate $3,500, have been offered 
by persons not connected with the Society. 

The management of the Hotel Waldorf 
fers a prize of $150 in plate for the best 
tour-in-hand road team to be driven from the 
iotel to the show grounds by a driver, not a 
professional, seven people to ride on the coach. 
W. D. Grand offers a prize for skilful driving. 
I'he driver must be an amateur and he is_ to 
handle a pair of horses with a four-wheeled 
carriage. Two prizes offered by C. F. Bates 
tor professional drivers, will undoubtedly prove 
very interesting. For hackneys six prizes 
lave been offered, the donors being James E. 
Campbell, W. P. Stymus, Jr., Samuel H. Ran- 
dle, Channing M. Britton, Robert J. Dean and 
George T. Putney. There are also two prizes 
for four-in-hand teams—two opportunities of 
which T. Suffern Tailer will probably take 
idvantage to win back the laurels he lost at 

the Horse Show in Madison Square Garden. 


In its effort last week to make itself an at- 
tentive host the City of New York made a 
sorry spectacle of itself. When the visiting 
lescendant of Columbus, the Duke of Vera- 
gua, left the Waldorf on Tuesday he was es- 
corted by what is termed our crack cavalry 


company, Troop A,to the City Hall. A 


number of prominent horse owners watched 
the procession from the windows of the 
Calumet Club, and if Captain Roe could 
have heard their remarks he would not have 
felt at all flattered. The criticisms were just 
ones. For example, it could easily be seen 
that the tails of no two horses in the troop 
corresponded in length. Some of the horses 
—and the regular troop horses—wore long, 
flowing tails; the tails of a few were clipped 
at half length, while those of the major por- 
tion of the troop were docked short. The 
horses made a sorry show as they pranced 
around the carriage, and if the Duke was at all 
observing he must have formed a poor opinion 
of our cavalry. Then, too, the band, which 
was also mounted, made a strange selection for 
a triumphal march. As the line started down 
Fifth Avenue the band broke out with “ The 
Bowery.” The rabble took up the air and 
for a little while made the day hideous with 
their bawling. Think of it, dear chappies, 
«“ The Bowery,” and at the carriage-side of a 
Duke on Fifth Avenue! 


During the past six months the carriage 
firms of this city have been very busy making 
preparations for their exhibits at the World’s 
Fair, and as a result some of the finest pieces 
of work in the carriage-maker’s art have been 
turned out. 

One of the best known manufacturers in the 
city has on exhibition at his warerooms on 
Fifth Avenue one of the prettiest sleighs ever 
made in this country. It is fashioned after a 
shell, and lined with pink satin. ‘The cost of 
manufacturing it is said to be $2,500. An- 
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other firm will send a dainty runabout, having 
a narrow, maroon body, scarlet running-gear 
and the seat covered in drab cloth. 


Active preparations are now being made at 
the Oval Club, Morris Heights, for the recep- 
tion of the coaching party which will start from 
the Plaza Hotel on May 6th. The Berkeley 
Oval is now at its best, and no expense has 
been spared by Manager A. J. Murphy (who 
fora number of years has had charge of the 
Tuxedo Club), to make the place look as 
pretty and inviting as possible. The coach, 
which will be ‘tooled ” on alternate days by 
Tailer, Fred Hammond and J. Galt 
Smith, will start from the Plaza at half-past 
and reach the hour 
later. Luncheon will be served at one o’ clock, 
and until four o'clock, when the return trip 
will be started, the coaching party will play 
tennis. The homeward road will be across 
the Washington Bridge, down St. Nicholas 
Avenue, through the Park to the Plaza, where 
dinner will be 


Lee 


eleven, club-house an 


served at seven. A theatre 


party will wind up the day’s outing. 


A handsome stable, which will cost $12,000, 
is now in the course of construction, and until 
it is completed the drivers will be accommo- 
Dinners will be 
a feature of the club this season, a number of 
them having already been arranged. On May 
3d G. Weaver Loper will give the first Coun- 
cil dinner to ladies and men. 
It is expected that the council dinners will 
prove an attractive novelty. 
of the Council will seat twenty-four at dinner, 


dated at the temporary sheds. 


twenty-four 


Every member 





























the dinners to be held weekly. Mr. Loper 
will take his party on board of his yacht, the 
Azernel, fiom the foot of East Twenty-third 
Street, at noon of the day of the dinner. The 
party will sail down the East River to the Bat- 
tery and back again, and then up the Harlem 
to the Morris dock, where a coach will be 
waiting to take them to the club. 


During the storm of Thursday night, last 
week, the uptown stables of James Clinch 
Smith took fire, and seven horses valued at 
$8,000, were smothered to death. It was 
only a few months ago that Mr. Smith ex- 
pended a large sum of money on his stables, 
and during the past few months he has been 
one of the fearless bidders at the horse sales in 
this city. He made a specialty of buying 
steppers and fast road horses, and among those 
destroyed were two of his best steppers. 


SAILINGS AND ARRIVALS 


Those who wish to advise their friends of intended de- 


parture are informed that statements for this department of 


Vogue should reach the office not later than Monday noon 
of the week of issue. 


Sailed from New York S. S. New York, 
April 22, 1893.—Mr. Francis I. 
Amory, Mrs. Amory, Miss Mary J. Amory, 
Mr. H. B. Ashmore, Mrs. Ashmore, Mr. 
Read Benedict, Mr. G. H. Betts, Mr. C. G 
Dinsmore, Mrs. Dinsmore, Mr. John N. A. 
Griswold, Mr. John N. Griswold, Mr. Joseph 
Merrill, Jr., Mrs. Merrill, Mr. Matthew Mor- 
gan, Jr.. Mr. B. E. Newlands, Mr. H. B. Ste- 
vens, Mr. E. C. Sampson, Mrs. Sampson, Mr. 
J. Albert Schmidt, Mr. Charles A. Worden, 
Mr. James D. Weir. 

Sailed from New York, S. S. Elbe, Saturday 
April 22, 1893.—Mr. and Mrs. H. H. Tre- 
menheere, Mr. and Mrs. J. ‘Tappan, Mrs. 


Saturday 


James P. Webb. 
COMING EVENTS 
Saturday, May 6th.—First trip of the Coach 
«“ Comet.’ Starts from the Waldorf, 


11.30 A.M., to the Oval Club, Berkeley 
Oval. Returns 6.45. , 
Monday, May 1st.—Dinner at Mrs. Ernest 
Gunther's, 7 West Fifty-seventh Street. 
Music. 
Wednesday, May 3d.—Meeting Knicker- 
bocker Bowling Club, 212. West Forty- 
first Street, 3 to 6. . 
Thursday, May 4th.—Thursday Sewing Class 
meets. Mrs. Wm. H 
Fitty-second Street. 
Mrs. Frederick Foote. At Home 
Phursdays in May. Hotel Waldorf. 


. Folsom’s, 57 East 


DESCRIPTION OF PLATES 


Age 281.—The standing figure at the 
piano wears a gown of violet bengaline 
tight sleeves and high cor- 


sleeve, which falls from the 
shoulder to the elbow, is of shot velvet in 


with long 


By 


sage. ‘he over 


violet and reddish gold. There is a corselet 
of the same drawn in folds across the bodice, 
ind fastening at the side. 
lilac chitfon lined with silk of the same color 


falls in full folds over the shoulders and gives 
1 pointed yoke effect to the corsage. The 
straight, round collar is of the velvet. 

ihe seated figure wears a gown of pale pink 





A wide rufHe of 
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crépon with a simple bodice drawn in with 
gathers at the waist. The sleeves are full and 
wide, and finished with a band of pink satin 
at the elbow, from which fall double ruffles of 
pink mousseline de soie. The corsage is V 
shaped, and trimmed with a ruche and wide 
frill of the mousseline de soie. 

Page 282.—The figure in this plate, facing 
the reader, shows a street costume for early 
spring. The gown is of biscuit colored hop- 
sacking, trimmed with two narrow rows of 
otter fur. ‘The jacket is made of cloth ina 
lighter shade, with leg-o’-mutton sleeves, and 
a deep ruffle of golden brown velvet narrowing 
toward the waist. There isa plaited collar 
of the same confined by a band of brown vel- 
vet ribbon, which ties in front and leaves two 
long, floating ends. The toque, of golden 
brown velvet, has a jeweled bullion crown, 
ending with a knot of the same, and a single 
cock’s feather. 

The gown worn by the second figure is of 
old rose serge, made with a plain, full skirt. 
The tight-fitting jacket is of black velvet with 
long skirts, and collar of black ostrich feathers. 
The black hat is lined with old rose velvet, and 
trimmed with pink and black feathers. 

The boy’s costume is a close imitation of a 
simple Jack Tar. The trousers are of navy 
blue sloping outward from the knees, so as to 
be very wide at the ankles, and loose shirt of 
rough white flannel with deep collar of dark 
blue edged with white braid. On the sleeve 
an anchor is embroidered. The cap is of 
navy blue flannel, and a cravat of dark blue 
silk is passed under the collar and loosely 
knotted in front. 

Page 287.—This gown is of blush rose 
peau de soie made in Empire style. The 
seams of the skirt are outlined with a narrow 
pearl embroidery. The low bodice is embel- 
lished by wide revers of rose-colored velvet 
embroidered with pearls and finished on the 
edges with pearl beading. From the elbow 
down are tight sleeves of the velvet, shaped 
a point at the wrist which nearly cover the 
hand, and are edged with pearls. The upper 
sleeve is balloon shape and of the same ma- 
terial as the gown. The belt is a folded piece 
of the peau de soie. In the dark hair is worn 
a rose-colored ribbon tied in a bow slightly at 
one side. 

Page 289.—The gown worn by the figure 
is of rich black satin. ‘The skirt is lined with 
pale blue India silk, and has an inner ruffle or 
balayeuse of the same. On the bottom of the 
skirt isa narrow border of mink fur. The 
mantle is of Japanese brocade and shows a 
scroll and flower design in pale blue and olive 
with touches of gold on a darker olive ground. 
It is lined with pale blue satin and trimmed on 
the bottom with mink. The double cape and 
collar are of the same fur and are adjustable. 

‘he flaring hat sets well on the back of the 
head and is of black velvet. | Under the brim 
are bows of pale blue satin which rest upon the 
hair. A tuft of black feathers appears over 
the edge of the brim. 

Page 290.—The brunette in this plate has a 
pink crépe gown with pink satin sleeves, and 
bodice of crushed strawberry velvet. The 
bertha is of creamy lace worked with fine gold. 

Her companion is in pale blue gauze, with 
bodice of bengaline in the same color. The 
folds of the white lisse fichu are arranged so as 
to form deep rufHes on the shoulders, and are 
most becomingly disposed over the bust where 
they meet under a cluster of white roses. 
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Frontispiece.—T his very chic costume con- 
sists of a gown of steel gray satin with very 


full skirt, and corsage of the same. There is 
a square yoke of black velvet heavily embroid- 
ered in jet and steel, with high collar of the 
same. The full sleeves reach the elbows, 
where they are met by long gloves of steel 
gray suede. The hat, of the palest gray straw, 
is trimmed with black feathers tipped with gray. 
The petticoat consists of many flounces of point 
d’esprit lace laid one upon the other in ample 
fulness. The fine, black silk stockings are 
embroidered with steel beads, and the pointed 
slippers are of patent leather with cut steel 
buckles. The old windmill and Flemish flag- 
ons make a quaint setting to this charming 
figure. 


PORTRAITS 
He wedding of Miss Sallie Nicoll and 


Mr. Justus Ruperti takes place to-day ‘ 


at the Church of the Heavenly Rest, 
at 3.30 o'clock. 


MARRIED 


NUGENT—GuI1oN—At Christ Church, Warwick, on Tues- 
day, April 18th, by the Rev. Thomas McKee Brown, 
assisted by the Rev. David T. Howell, Rector of the 
Parish, Antoinette, youngest daughter of the late Clem- 
ent Guion, of New York, and Horace Dickinson Nu- 
gent, H. B. M. Consul for Texas and New Mexico, son 
ot William Tasker Nugent, Esq. of Stevenage, England 


DIED 


HANcCOocK,—On Thursday, April 20, 1893, at 34 Grammercy 
Park, Almira Russell, widow of Gen. W. S. Hancock. 

KinG.—Friday, April 21st, Cornelius Low King, Brevet 
Lieutenant Colonel U. S. A., son of the late Charles 
King, LL.D., in the 64th year of his age. 

Funeral at Grace Church Monday, April 24th. 

LAWRANCE.—On Thursday, April zoth, Sarah Egleston, wife 
of Francis C. Lawrance, Jr., and daughter of Charles 
Lanier, in her 32d year. 

Funeral from the Church of the T ransfiguration. 

Lowrey.—Suddenly, on Thursday evening, April 2oth, at 
his residence, No. 121 Madison Avenue, Grosvenor Por- 
ter Lowrey, in the 62d year of his age. 

Funeral services Monday, April 24th, at the Church of the 
New Jerusalem, Thirty-fifth Street, between Park and 
Lexington Avenue. 

McMICHAEL.—On April 2oth, at his late residence, 33 East 
Sixty-fifth Street, William McMichael, in the 53d year 
of his age. 

Funeral services at St. Mark's Church, Philadelphia, Pa., 
on Monday, April 24th. 

Orts.—In Boston, 2oth inst., of pneumonia, William Sigour- 
ney Otis, second son of the late William C. and Mar- 
garet Sigourney Otis, in his 36th year. 

Funeral Monday, April 24th, First Church, Boston. 

PARSONS.—At Rye, N. Y., Friday morning, April 21, 1893, 
Laura C., wife of William H. Parsons and daughter of 
the late John Palmer. 

Funeral services from her residence on Monday afternoon, 
April 24th 

STREET.—On Friday April 21, 1893, No. 2 East Fifteenth 
Street, Susan Watts Kearny, widow of William J. Street, 
in the 75th year of her age. 

Funeral services at Christ Church, Poughkeepsie, N. Y., 
on Sunday. 

TApPEN.—Thursday Morning, April zoth, Charles Barclay 
Tappen, in the 98th year of his age. 

Funeral services on Saturday, the 22d inst., at All Souls’ 
Church, Madison Avenue and Sixty-sixth Street. 
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The best and most economical COLLARS and CUFFS 
worn—Try them—You will like them. 


LOOKWELL FIT WELL, 
WEAR WELL. 
Sold for 25 cents for a box of TEN collars or FIVE 
pairs of cuffs, 
A aa collar and a pair of cuffs sent by mail for SIX 
CENT 
pon ll giving size and style wanted. 
REVERSIBLE COLLAR CO., 
27 Kilby St., Boston, 
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HAIR CLOTH CRINOLINE 


GREY, BLACK and WHITE. 


MADE BY 


AMERICAN HatrR CLOTH COMPANY, 


CONSOLIDATION 


OF 


PAWTUCKET HAIR CLOTH COMPANY, 


AMERICAN 


HAIR CLOTH 
NATIONAL HAIR SEATING 


PADDING COMPANY, 
COMPANY. 


The largest Hair Cloth, manufacturers in the world and producing the finest goods. 


MADE FROM 


BEWARE OF 


such as Glazed Thread, Fibre, and other materials. 


no elasticity. 


HAIR CLOTH CRINOLINE is what you require. 





LouIsE BorRGEs & Co. 
58 WEST 25TH STREET. 


IMPORTERS 


OF 
Choicest Materials 
AND 
Fabrics, 

SELECTED PERSONALLY 
FOR OUR ESTABLISHMENT. 
ORIGINAL DESIGNS 
FOR 

EVENING DRESSES, 
CARRIAGE DRESSES, 
STREET DRESSES, 


WRAPS, &c., &c. 
Our skill in producing the most satisfactory 


results in all orders entrusted to us warrants 


us in 
SOLICITING YOUR PATRONAGE. 


Benedictine 


IS THE 


AT NARRAGANSETT PIER, R. I. 

These cottages are beautifully situated overlooking the 

Ocean, and built to meet the requirements of those desiring 

all the comforts of a City residence, without the cares of 
housekeeping, completely furnished, including bed linen, and | 

have all the modern improvements, hot and cold water, open 

fire-places, electric lights and bells, Lawns and drives kept 
in order, Restaurant a la Carte. | 


LOUIS SHERRY, | 
Fifth Ave, and 37th St., New York. ' 








SELECTED IMPORTED HORSE HAIR, 


IMITATIONS 


They do not resist dampness and have 





| ROBES ET MANTEAUX 
} 


Miss M. Close, 


NEW YORK, 





25 East 33d Street, 


Cuoicest CONFECTIONS 


FOR 
YOUNG LADIES 
A SPECIALTY. 


Correspondence Invited. 


WHY HE MISSED IT. 
“ Did 


AMATEUR TENOR: hear me 
sing last night ?”” 

FRANKMAN: “No; the fact is I got in the 
jam at the door and couldn't.” 

A. T. (pleased): “ What, was there such 
a crowd trying to get in as that?” 

FRANKMAN: “No; to get out.”’ 


you 


The Moth Insurance 
and Storage Co. 


INCORPORATED 1892, 


E. TWYEFFORT, President, 


OFFICE, 


253 FirrH AVENUE, 


One door above 28th Street. 





Goods Stored in the Manhattan Warehouse Co.'s 
Building, 7th Ave. and 52d St. 

Furlined Garments, Robes, etc., Stored and Insured at 
LOWEST RATES. 
moderate cost, and stored for the season under the guarantee 
of the Company. without additional charge. 


NO RISK—NO CARE—SEND FOK PRICE-LIST, 


Clothing Cleaned and Pressed at 
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ME. ALDINA MONTEVERDE, 
Ropes AND MANTEAUX, 
295 FirtTH AVENUE, New York, 
Takes occasion to announce that her season's styles for 


coming Spring of ’93 have been received. 
Inspection is invited and satisfaction guaranteed, 


HCOMMMS 


Takes special 
pleasure in an- 
nouncing that 
importation 
of Spring and 
Summer _fa- 
brics for La- 
dies’ wear have 
been received 
and represent 
heretofore un- 
equalled nov- 
elties and 
textile superi- 
ority. 
Inspection 
is invited. Or- 
ders intrusted, 
will be execu- 
ted with cus- 
tomary care 
ot our estab- 
lishment. 





Prices 


Our moderate Please. 


Cannot Fail to 


Satisfaction guaranteed. 


LADIES’ TAILOR 


391 FIFTH AVENUE, 


(above 36th Street). 


T_T 
OLLINGER, 
LADIES’ TAILOR, 
29 East 20TH StT., NEAR Broapway. 

Ladies who are making selections for their Spring and Sum- 
mer Wear for street, house and travelling, are respectfully 
invited to give me a call. Having been connected with a 
successful house in my specialty, and on my own account, | 
can warrant satisfaction. My prices will be found to be most 


reasonable. Riding Habits in faultless fit uaranteed, for from 
$50 to $70 


ieee CHILDREN’S DRESSMAKING 
CO. 10 East 15th Sr., (Profit Sharing) 
Hand Made 


Coats & Dresses for Children and Young Girls. 


Fine Infants’ Clothing. 


OTILLON AND DINNER DECORA- 
TIONS, CHIC NOVELTIES 
K. J. COLLINS, 
Designing Rooms, 28 and 30 W. Twenty-third Street, N.Y. 


. . a TT +c 
PUBLISHER’C NOTICES. 

VOGUE is issued weekly on Saturdays. 

Head Office, 61 Union Place, Southwest Corner of 18th 
Street and Fourth Avenue, New York. Cable address: 
** Vogue, New York.” 

London. Arthur Ackerman, 191 Regent Strect. 

Paris. Em. Terquem, 19 Rue Scribe. 

Subscription for the United States, Canada and Mexico, 
Four dollars a ycar in advance, postage tree. For foreign 
countries in the postal union, five dollars a year, postage 
tree. Remit by check, dratt or postal or express money 
order. Other remittances at sender's risk. Single copies 
ten cents, 

Advertising orders should reach the office not later than 10 
A.M. Friday preceding the week of publication, When 
special position is required the order should be a week 
earlier, 





































HILTON, HUGHES & CO. 


SUCCESSORS TO A. T. STEWART & CO. 
Exquistrk Paris Hars anp Bonnets ARRIVING BY Every STEAMER 
SryLtisH STREET, CarRIAGE AND DINNER Gowns 


Novkg._rigs IN ADVANCE IMPORTATIONS. SPRING SILKS 


Broapway, 4th Avenugz, gth anv roth Srrzzrs 





